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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 

This is my first story here..so be nice, hee hee. Also, | hope this doesn't sound too much like anyone else's 
story. I've read so many of them that they all start to meld into my subconscious. If | have taken something 
obvious, which would be completely unintentional, please notify mel | seriously tried to think if any of this 
sounded familiar, but l'm feeling kinda like an airhead at the moment. 


Slash stood at the window in a slightly chilly hotel room. He could've sworn he had turned up the heat, but he 
couldn't tell the fuckin’ difference. Well, he knew well enough what would heat him up real good. He kept gazing 
upon the lights of the city as he raised his bottle of Jack to his lips. He shuddered as the liquid burned down 


his throat. Soon enough he started to feel warmth growing in his toes. 
Ah, worked every tme. 
Life was good for Saul Hudson. He was in a band that was gaining popularity by the day. He even had his own 


hotel room now. And face it, it wouldn't take much to feel like a star when you started off sharing a shit-hole 


place with all your friends and when you were so broke you had to resort to stealing or begging for money 


off anyone who hung out with you. No, indeed it hadn't taken much to help Slash feel star-like. The money was 
coming in, he could get a choice of any kind of chick he wanted, whenever he wanted, he had access to all the 

booze and drugs he could dream of and he was supporting himself by playing his guitar every night. Hell, he'd 

be doing that anyway, money or no money. Yes, life was good..or at least that's what he kept telling himself. 


Slash looked down from his second floor window, watching as people shuffled themselves along the sidewalk. He 
really would've preferred to be in the bar right now with everyone else. But in fact, that was part of the 
reason why he was in his room. Everyone else or one person in particular at least, would be there. He cringed 
as he thought of that one person. No, it wasn't from anger or disgust, he wished it was. He felt his body 
warming and it wasn't the alcohol doing it this time. 


Fuck! Stop thinking like that you faggot! 
Slash sighed miserably. He hoped that wasn't true. He didn't wanna a be faggot. Who wanted to be a faggot? 
A fag, | guess. 


He really didn't have a problem with gay people. Its not like he was a homophobe or something. Axl usually took 
care of that. Funny, Axl would also swear up and down that he wasn't homophobic. He would use the old, "look 
at who my idol is" line. True enough, Freddie Mercury isn't exactly what you'd call straight and didn't Axl want 
to be Freddie Mercury? He shook his head slightly. Thoughts of Axl were starting to give him a headache. No, 
Slash could care less if someone was gay or not, it really didn't bother him. But, put that label on him and it 
started feeling a whole lot different. 


Slash turned around and sat on his bed. He looked around his room feeling empty inside. He really didn't want to 
be alone right now but he also really didn't want to see Duff either. Well, that wasn't exactly true. He didn't 

want to see Duff and get a hard on again. Really, was he just now going through puberty or what? Since when 
did looking at someone give you a fucking rock in your pants? It wasn't like he wasn't getting laid or anything. He 


poured more of the brain-numbing juice into his stomach. 
Work damn you! Work! Im still thinking 


And there he was, Duff, smiling at him within his own mind. He had that kinda goofy look on his face, the one 
that said he was just happy to be alive. His soft lips were curved up at one side, slightly moist from licking 
them. His blond hair framed his face, drawing your attention to his black lined eyes. His eyes that could look so 


sweet and innocent or so... 
Fuck, fuck, fuck it! | am not Danielle Steel! 


These feelings had been troubling him for sometime now. To be precise, it had been ever since Duff joined the 

band. The first time Slash looked at him and his long legs, he had felt a very certain sensation run through his 
body. He had tried to pass it off as gas, but that theory didn't even hold water for one desperate to remain in 
denial. He had to admit he was attracted to his friend when he had stopped simply dreaming about him but had 


also started visualizing him while jacking off. Shit, he could no longer deny it after that. 


Slash lit his cigarette and reclined on his bed. After taking another healthy swig off his bottle, he set it on the 
bedside table right on top of the Holy Bible. That made him smile. 


Yes, | have the word of God thank you Im using it as my coaster as we speak 


Slash laughed to himself and blew smoke out into his room. The problem was he wasn't completely sure that 
Duff would be horrified to learn of his feelings. Well, not if he was really drunk anyway. The thing about Duff 
was, he got rather cuddly for a guy when he was loaded. When drunk you'd often find Duff's arms around 
Steven (with Steven's around him now that he thought about it) or giving some dude a hug or laying his head 
on a dude's shoulder or just being touchy-feely in some way. He was also known to be rather affectionate with 
Slash as well. But Slash had always figured that most people turned into two types of drunks. Drunk number 
one would get really angry and mean and revert back into their lizard brain and drunk number two would 


become happy and silly and love everyone around them. Duff was usually "drunk number two". 


Slash finished his cigarette and stubbed it out into the overly crowded ashtray. He looked menacingly at his 
bottle of Jack. He was gonna demand a refund if this shit didn't start quieting his brain in a hurry. 


Am | becoming immune? Great, then Hl be fucked 

Slash quickly drank as much as he could in one go. He grimaced as he removed the bottle from his lips. Gotta 
stop at some point to breathe and to keep from puking on the rug. He reached for his pack of cigarettes when 
he heard a knock on the door. 

Irritated at the interruption of his brooding that he was trying to stop, he looked at the door. "Fuck off!" 

The knock turned into three loud thumps. 


Slash rolled his eyes. "That ain't gonna work either, asshole! Fuck off, no visitors tonight!" 


One last thump hit the door that sounded suspiciously like a head. "Dude, don't make me break it down | will, 
you know. I'm so..strong. And my legs can..break shit. Just ask Izzy." 


Oh, god! 


Chapter Two 


Author's Notes: 

Thank you so much to everyone who reviewed! | feel so warm and fuzzy inside :) | hope you enjoy part two. 
**And never write when you're tired. ** | just had to go back and fix two more "Slashed" mistakes! If | see 
"Slashed" instead of "Slash" one more time I'm gonna puke :| Okay, don't mind me, happy reading! 


Slash sat frozen on his bed for a few moments before slowly getting to his feet. He cautiously approached the 


door as though expecting his visitor to come crashing through it at any moment. 


A soft thump hit the door. "Don't keep me waiting out here all night you bastard. | come at you, with to talk 


about for something..l'm not a charity..and you..you gonna ignore me like a..a..bitch." 


Slash frowned. Did that sentence make any sense or was he too drunk to understand it? Funny, he thought the 
Jack hadn't been working. 


‘Come on, Slash. You're always coveting, no wait, that's not the word. Congesting? No. Cooping? Stagnant..no, 
locked up in..shit.." 


Slash approached the peek hole even though he'd known who it was from the first word he spoke. As he 


peered into the hall from his room all he saw looking back at him was an eyeball. 

Slash jerked his head back and opened the door. "What do you want, dude?" 

There stood Duff, leaning on the doorframe. He wore his favorite CBGB t-shirt, which was tucked into a pair of 
leather pants. His eyes were lined with the usual black and around his neck as always was his padlock and chain. 


"That's a how-do-ya-fucking-do." 


Duff pushed past Slash who had been trying to block the entrance to his room. Slash couldn't help but enjoy 


the short moment of physical contact. 
Dear God, Im losing my fucking mind. 


Slash sighed and closed the door. He looked around for Duff who was already making himself comfortable on his 
bed and helping himself to one of Slash's cigarettes. 


Slash frowned. "Oh no, please make yourself at home. It's not like | was doing anything.” He walked over and 


grabbed the bottle of booze away from the bassist's hands. "I'll take that, thanks." 


Duff looked up at Slash. "What the fuck's crawled up your fucking ass and died lately?" 


Slash stared blankly at him. 
Duff continued, "| mean it. You haven't been acting like yourself. Why weren't you at the bar?" 


Slash scratched his neck and sat at the foot of the bed. "Can't a guy just wanna hang out by himself once in a 
fuckin’ while?" 


"No." 
"Don't be a jackass." 


Duff leaned forward towards Slash. "I'm bein’ serious, man. | missed you down there. It's not the same without 


you around. | was waiting for you to show up--" 
“Aren't we feeling sentimental and slightly girlish." Slash smiled. 


Duff's open face was quickly replaced with a scowl. "Fuck you, dude. Anytime anyone says something even 


sorta-—" 
"Don't get your fuckin’ dick up your ass. | was just teasing you, man" 
Duff smirked. "Don't get my dick up my ass? | didn't know | was in danger of doing that." 


Slash smiled and lit a new cigarette. "You learn something new every day. Just ask Ax-hole Rose about it. His 
dick is always up his ass about something." 


Duff couldn't help but laugh. "Dude, you remember what Axl said he'd do if he heard that nickname on more 


time?" 

"How could | forget?" 

Duff stopped laughing and looked puzzled "The only thing | don't get is, even if he could find the time to get his 
hands on an ax, how would it fit up there? | mean, compare the sizes, dude. That's a little fucking hole. | mean, 
| know the ax could probably cut--" 

"Dude, let it go." 

"Let it roll..." 


"Huh?" 


"What?" 


Slash shook his head. "So..why are you wasting my time again?" 

"| believe | should be insulted. | told you, | was worried about you." 

"Oh right, that" 

"And answer me this why dontcha, why is it so fucking hot in this room?" 

Slash thought for a moment. He remembered turning up the heat but he thought the thing was broken 
Duff sat forward again and pulled his shirt out of his pants and over his head. “I'm about to fucking melt in 
here." Indeed, sweat could already be seen shimmering on his bare chest. "Shit, are you trying to bake 
yourself?" Duff scooted forward slightly to allow himself room to recline on the bed. 

Slash looked towards the sky and shook his head. 

knit this the beginning of every lame gay porn movie ever made? What's next? Ask him if he wants a massage? 
"You want me to rub your shoulders?" 

What the tuck? 


Duff looked at Slash and smiled slyly. "Sure." 


He sat up, this time closer to Slash and Slash couldn't help but stare. His eyes had taken on a dreamy quality 


to them, making him look seductive, though Slash was sure he was seeing that all wrong. 


Duff leaned forward and his chain brushed Slash's arm as he took the bottle out of his hand. He slowly 
brought it to his rosy lips and drank. He leaned forward again, closer this time, and gave it back. "Thanks." 


Slash felt Duffs breath ghost over his cheek and blinked slowly as Duff rolled onto his stomach. This was 
usually the point where Slash would be interrupted from his dream by his wake-up call. He slid up past Duff's 
long legs until he was positioned at his side. He then leaned across him to put out his cigarette and set the 
bottle down on the bedside table. Cautiously he placed his hands on Duff's warm, damp skin. He moved some 
blond and black hair away from his neck and tried to keep his hands from shaking as he rubbed his shoulders. 


Duff sighed. "That feels good. | didn't even know | was tense, man. Must be from luggin’ that bass all over." 


Slash shifted slightly on the bed, his chosen position was not working very well. He didn't like being twisted 
around it was distracting him. So he scooted down and sat on top of Duff's butt. 


Duff snorted. "If this wasn't a bed we were on, you would've just crushed my nuts." 


"And if it wasn't a bed we were on, it wouldn't look so gay." 


Slash was surprised to hear what he thought he was just thinking actually leave his lips. It seemed when one 
was drunk it was almost impossible to have a private thought. They just slip out when least expected. 


Duff turned his head to try and see behind him. "Do we look gay?" 

"Of course not," Slash said sarcastically. 

| mean, we're not doing anything." 

"No. If we were gay and in this position, l'd most likely have my cock inside you." 
Duff shuddered slightly. "There you go again with dicks in asses..." 


Slash smiled to himself. He didn't know what had gotten into him of late, but he liked it. He was also enjoying 
the soft feel of Duff's skin under his hands. He moved them slowly down his back, feeling his ribs under his 
skin He brought his hands to Duff's lower back and started rubbing circles up towards his middle. He could feel 
Duff take a quick breath and then let it out slowly. 


"This feel okay?" 
Duff sighed again. "Yeah, man. That's nice." 


Slash worked his hands to his lower back again. As he rubbed his thumbs started slipping under the waist of 
Duff's pants. He suddenly had the urge to lean down and kiss his shoulder blade, but he wasn't drunk enough 
for that yet. 


Duff started feeling himself heat up again despite the loss of his shirt. Slash's strong hands working at his 
muscles was feeling better than he thought it would. Little tingles were starting to hum under his flesh all 
over his body. He felt like he wanted more, but of what, he wasn't sure. 


Slash brought his hands to Duff's neck and felt the cool of metal under them. He brought his thumbs up and 
down, trying to release any tension he felt there. After feeling satisfied that he got it all he slid his hands 


down Duff's arms and back up again. 


Slash stirred slightly on Duffs ass. He felt pretty sure that if he didn't get off him soon, his hardening dick 
would raise some unwanted questions. With one last squeeze on his shoulders, Slash regretfully slid off him and 
rested on his side. Duff rolled over so they were facing each other. Slash placed his hand on Duff's bare 
shoulder, over his Guns tattoo. Duff smiled at him, keeping eye contact longer then he could remember doing 


before. 


Slash started to think he shouldn't be putting the moves on his friend who was drunk. Wasn't that unethical or 
something? Or does that only count with chicks. He tried to remind himself that Duff was the lovable cuddly 
drunk, and that it certainly didn't mean he wanted to get fucked by Slash. 

Thats a shame. 

Slash smiled back at his friend. He couldn't get over how beautiful he was. The need he felt for him caused his 
chest to tighten and his heart to ache. He raised his hand and placed it in Duffs hair, wanting the feel of it. He 
frowned. What he felt kinda reminded him of spaghetti before it was cooked. He smiled after seeing the look of 
confusion on Duff's face. "Dude, you always use so much hairspray." 


Duff self-consciously put his hand in his hair. "Not as much as | used to." 


Slash put his hand on top of Duff's. "I know. | just wanted to feel it au naturel." He slowly laced his fingers 
around Duffs. "Would you do something for me, my oh so lovely drunk friend?" 


Duff raised an eyebrow. "Okay..equally drunk friend! 

"Take a shower’ 

"Fuck you. What, am | offending your senses or some shit?" 

Slash let his hand brush the side of Duff's face. "No, dude. | just wanna feel your hair when it's soft” 


Duff looked suspiciously at Slash, waiting for the rug to be pulled out from under him. He gazed into Slash's 


eyes but saw no malice. "Okay." 

"Good" Slash rose to his feet and offered his hand. 

Duff stood up and wobbled a bit. "Should | go to my room?" 
"No, use mine. I'm gonna go in with you." 


Fuck being a gentleman 


Chapter Three 


Author's Notes: 
Once again, thank you to everyone who reviewed. It really means a lot to me :) | hope everyone is enjoying the 


story thus far, | hate to be a cliffhanger kind of a gal, but | can't seem to help myself.. 


Duff smiled out of the corner of his mouth and asked, "You're coming in with me, huh?" He placed his hands in 


Slash's hair. "Your hair seems fine to me." 


Slash tried to repress a grin and placed his hands on Duff's hips. "That's true. But you see, l'm not sure if you 
noticed, but you're a bit intoxicated” 


‘Oh-ho, and your point would be?" 


"You could pass out in the shower, dude. | wouldn't want your broken whatever to be on my conscience.’ He 


hadn't thought about it before, but that very well could happen. 


"Oh, okay. Thought you might be hittin’ on me or something." Duff winked at him and turned towards the 


bathroom. He reached the door and noticed Slash hadn't followed him. "Are you coming?" 
Slash shook himself out of his thoughts, which he immediately forgot. "Course I'm coming, dude." 


As Slash walked the short distance to the bathroom he lifted his shirt over his head and let it drop to the 
floor. He entered the small space to find Duff stepping out of his boots and trying to undo his belt. Duff's back 
was facing him and his shoulders were slightly hunched. Slash looked at his feet, which were now bare, and let 


his gaze wander up his leather clad legs. He smiled. 
Those legs just go on forever: 


He let his eyes continue to Duff's slim hips and perky little ass. He wanted very badly to walk over to him and 
grab said perky ass while laying his hands all over his exposed skin. He wanted to have the feel of Duff's solid 
yet lanky muscles under his arms. But most of all, he wanted to feel the heat and tightness of Duff as he 


sank his cock inside him. Wanted to hear him moan and cry out again and again. 


Slash took note of the fact that his former goal of ignoring his feelings for Duff had vanished completely 
somewhere in the past ten minutes or so. But he let go of that realization, he figured he'd have plenty of time 


to worry about that tomorrow. 


He watched intently as Duff opened his belt and lowered the zipper of his pants. his hair hung in his face 


masking his expression. He gently tucked a strand of hair behind his ear and with not so graceful ease, 


managed to rid himself of his pants and not fall over. He stood then, only clad in a pair of black briefs. As if 
suddenly feeling the weight of Slash's eyes upon him, he turned his head and noticed his friend for the first 


time. 
"Oh, there you are." Duff raised his arms out at the sides. "Haven't fallen yet” 


| can see that. But can you stay upright while taking off those?" Slash pointed at the offending briefs, which 
he thought were keeping Duff far too covered up. 


"You have little faith, my friend." Duff turned and faced Slash, smiling with both top and bottom rows of teeth. 
And with no shame at all, he pulled down his underwear and stood back up completely naked. "How's about 


that?" 


Slash swallowed and struggled to keep eye contact with Duff. "Very nice." Slash barely smiled at the darker 
shade of curls found at the base of Duff's dick, which most certainly did not match the color on his head. 


How porn star. 


Duff smirked after noticing Slash's gaze and opened the shower curtain. He knelt beside the tub to adjust the 
temperature of the water. Slash looked at his blond head, then took in the curve of his shoulders and watched 
his muscles and bones move beneath his skin with fascination Everything about Duff seemed so interesting 
and so sexy. He didn't know what it was about the guy that had him so worked up. He followed the curve of 
his spine until he found himself looking at Duff's naked butt. He felt himself stirring within his jeans. 


Duff stood up and stepped into the tub. He turned his back to the nozzle and reached around to start the 
shower. The water hit him on the back of the neck and started to slick down his hair. He grabbed a handful of 
his hair and moved it all to one side and off of his neck. He leaned his head forward and allowed the hot water 
to beat on his shoulders and back before turning around and letting it flow down his chest. 


Slash stood rooted to the spot, unable to move. All he could do was watch him. He had yet to remove his 


pants but was in no hurry. 
Duff dropped his head under the stream of water to wet all of his hair. He brought up his hands to remove 


his hair from his face and turned to look at Slash. "I left the curtain open for you, dude." Duff cocked his head 
to the side and looked at Slash. "Hey, you all there?" 


Slash's pupils had grown large and his full lips were parted slightly. His gaze seemed unfocused, yet there was 
no doubt that he was taking in Duff. All of him. Duff's body was becoming flushed from the hot water and his 
skin was dripping. His eyeliner had smeared under his eyes giving him an exotic look. 


Duff reached out his arm and touched Slash's shoulder. "You okay?" 


Slash nodded weakly. The heat from Duff's hand seemed to travel and spread through his body. He could feel 


his hands tingling, almost going numb and his whole body wanted to tremble. Suddenly the whole "shower idea’ 
seemed like a really bad idea He was feeling in danger of being completely consumed by his lust for Duff. And 
what if, even in his inebriated state, Duff didn't want anything to do physically with Slash? Slash was pretty 
sure it would kill him..or at least give him the worlds longest lasting erection Either way, it wouldn't be pretty. 


Duff stepped out of the shower, keeping his hand on Slash's shoulder. "It looks like you're the one who needs a 
wee bit of help here." 


Duff dropped his hands to the button of Slash's jeans, getting them wet from the water running down his 
arms. Undoing it with more ease than he had with his own pants, he then unzipped him as well. Slash looked 
down to watch Duff's hands open his pants, grab hold of the waist and pull them down. They easily dropped to 
floor and Slash stepped out of them, leaving him and his erection exposed to Duff. 


OF all days to not wear underwear... 


Duff's eyes lingered on Slash's hardened flesh, but he said nothing. Instead, he took him by the hand and led 


him into the shower. Once inside he closed the curtain and faced his back to Slash. 

Trusting isnt he? 

Duff grabbed for the shampoo and began lathering up. Slash stood there mainly feeling heat and a little spray 
of water that managed to miss Duff's taller frame. But he wasn't going to complain. He grabbed the bar of 
soap and worked it into his hands. After he got them satisfactorily sudsy, he rubbed them in circles over 
Duff's back. 

Duff turned his head slightly and said with a wry smile, "You're so helpful.” He chuckled softly to himself. "Are 
you doing that out of the kindness of your heart?" He turned his head back again. "Or are you hoping | might 
return the favor?" 

Slash said nothing. He was too lost in the feel of Duff's body under his palms. 

"Or, are you hoping | might do this..2" Duff reached back and gently squeezed Slash's dick. 

Slash jumped at the unexpected move. "God, Duff. You must be drunker than | thought." 


Duff released his grip and continued washing his hair. Slash's hands dropped to his sides and he stared at the 
back of Duff's head. 


"What the hell was that about?" 
Duff voice expressed obvious amusement and slight irritation. "What do you mean?" 


Slash glared at the man in front of him. "Oh don't give me that shit. Why did you just touch me?" 


"You've been touching me ever since | got here, | didn't ask you why." 
"I didn't touch your dick!" 


Duff turned around and bent his head back to let the water rinse his hair. "I don't think you were offended by 
me touching your dick, dude. | may be over the legal limit of drunkenness, but I'm not blind you know." He ran 

his hands through his hair rinsing away the last of the shampoo. Satisfied he got it all, he bent his head down 
to gaze at Slash. "Besides, you wouldn't want to touch my dick" 


Slash squinted up at Duff. "How do you figure?" 


Duff slowly moved forward getting closer to Slash looking intently at him the whole time. Not sure why he felt 
the need to do so, Slash stepped backwards. Duff moved forward again, smirking as he went. After a couple 


more steps Slash found he had nowhere else to go. 


Duff licked his lips and smiled while placing his hands on the wall on either side of Slash's head. "You wouldn't 
want to touch my dick because that would be too gay for you." 


Slash frowned and opened his mouth to speak. 


Duff cut him off. "I'm sure that when you fantasized about fucking me, it was just that. You-fucking-me." He 
leaned in closer to Slash's face, stopping mere inches away. "But what if that's not what | want" Duff's hands 
moved to Slash's shoulders before coming to rest on his face. "What if / want to fuck you" 


Slash's mouth, still open from wanting to speak, suddenly went dry. "Who said anything about me wanting to 
fuck you?" 


Duff rolled his eyes. "Oh please." 


Slash watched as Duff's eyes came to rest on his lips and felt his hands tighten around his face. He then 
leaned in and crushed his lips against Slash's while pressing his whole body against him. Slash felt as though his 
senses were being overloaded. There were so many sensations he didn't know which ones to focus on. His skin 
felt like it had been set on fire. Duff roughly kissed him, demanding entrance into his mouth, which Slash gave 
without even thinking. Duffs strong arms wrapped around Slash's waist and pulled them even tighter together. 
Slash moaned into Duffs mouth and squeezed his ass hard with both hands. 


Duff pulled his head back and broke the kiss. Slash leaned forward but Duff kept out of reach. "This is what 
you want isn't it?" Duff kissed him briefly again before pulling away. His voice was gruff and full of control. 


"You want me, don't you? You've wanted me all night." 


Slash sighed, his eyes resting on Duff's slightly swollen lips. "Longer than that." 


"Then say it, Slash. Fucking say it” 
Slash looked up into Duff's vivid eyes. 
When did he get so dominant? 


"I want you, man. | want to fuck you." He pressed his hips into Duff's and licked his collar bone. "That's what | 


want." 


Duff trembled and smiled at him coyly. He leaned forward and kissed him again. "I've wanted to hear you say 
that." He smiled at him for a moment before adopting an almost sinister expression. "But | already told you. 


Youre not fucking me, baby." 


With that, Duff devoured Slash's mouth yet again. Slash put any worries he might've had out of his mind and 
let himself absorb the feel of Duffs tongue moving inside his mouth. 


Chapter Four 


Author's Notes: 
Okay here it is. Smut galore =) Its kinda long, but | hope you like it. This story is now completed, but it could 
continue in a different one. | guess I'll just wait and see if y'all would like more.hint hint..wink wink.nudge 


nudge..Enjoy! 


The summary for this chapter is part of the song, "Will You Love Me Tomorrow". 


Slash felt that he must have surely been dreaming. The man he'd wanted for far too long was naked, wet and 


kissing him passionately in his shower. He could've died happy right then and there. 


Duff's hands incased his face once more and he pressed his tongue deeper into his mouth. Slash moaned and 
slid his hands up and down Duff's back. All he wanted to do was to burn all these sensations he felt into his 
memory, to keep forever. He knew that eventually this would all come to an end and he wanted to make sure 


he never forgot it. 


Abruptly, Duff pulled out of the kiss. He looked intently at Slash's face. With a crooked smile, he turned them 


around so Slash was under the water. His hair immediately became wet and the curls elongated. 


Duff ran his hands through Slash's hair and moved it out of his face. "That's better. | can actually see you 


now. 


He let his eyes rest on his face. Slash truly was beautiful. He wondered if that made him uncomfortable. Did 
he always keep his hair in his face on purpose? Was he trying to hide himself and his obvious attractive 
features from the outside world? 


Duff let his hand ghost over Slash's full, sensuous lips. He dragged his thumb over his cheekbone and up the 
side of his face. Slash looked into Duff's eyes and felt vulnerable. Duff had a look of wonder and deep thought. 
A look that seemed to strip him of his internal protective walls and leave him naked. Well, more naked than he 
already was. Slash didn't quite like the feeling. He wanted to bring Duff out of his silent reverie and into action 
again Never breaking eye contact, Slash slowly slid his hand down Duff's side. He felt his ribs ripple his fingers 
and then the sharp edge of his hipbone. He licked his lips and moved his hand inward until he felt course hair. 
He raised his other hand behind Duff's head and pulled him forward until their mouths gently met. As they 
kissed, Slash closed his hand around Duff's erection 


Duff moaned into Slash's mouth and pressed his hips forward and further into his hand. Slash squeezed him 
and moved his hand up and down his length. Duff broke the kiss and leaned his head back, exposing his long 
neck. A strangled moan escaped his lips as he panted ever so slightly. He rocked his hips with the rhythm Slash 
was setting with his hand. 


Duff swallowed and his lips parted. "Uh..God." 


His face mesmerized Slash. He couldn't help but feel proud of the look of pleasure on Duff. He was doing that. 


He was making those noises come out of him, no one else but Slash. For now, anyway. 


Duff raised his head and looked at Slash. His pupils were dilated and his face was flushed. "Let's get out of this 


damn thing. It's too crowed..and wet" 


He reached past Slash and turned off the water. Ripping back the shower curtain he quickly stepped free of 
the tub. He grabbed a towel and patted himself dry, or as dry as one could be in two seconds. He tossed the 
towel to Slash. As he caught it and started drying himself, Duff wrapped his arms around his waist from 
behind and began kissing his neck Slash immediately forgot about the task of becoming dry and let the towel 
fall to the floor. He leaned his weight into Duff's body and rested his head on his shoulder. 


Duff brought his lips up from Slash's neck and licked his way to his ear. He took the lobe into his mouth and 
sucked gently. His hands slowly moved in circles on Slash's stomach until one lazily made its way up to his left 


nipple and the other found his dick. 


| want to fuck you." He licked the outside of Slash's ear and pushed his hard cock against his ass. "I could 
fuckin' lose it right now, | want you so bad" 


Slash whimpered and arched his back, pushing harder against Duff's cock "Well what are you waiting for? A 
fucking invitation? I'm pretty sure you already got that." 


Duff smirked and roughly turned him around and pulled him out of the bathroom. A little disorientated from 
his quick spin, Slash was even more confused as he felt the bed rush up to meet his back. In a flash of blond 


hair, Duff was stretched on top of him, kissing him deeply. 


It didn't take long for Slash to catch on. He wrapped his arms around him and pushed his hips up and off the 
mattress, sending shocks of pleasure through both men. Duff pushed back, grinding his hips into Slash's. Duff 
leaned his weight into his hands and propped himself up. Once again looking into Slash's eyes, he steadily moved 
their erect cocks together. His wet hair fell into his face and around Slash's like a tent. Slash could see nothing 


but Duff. He felt like he was in a secret place, where only the two of them existed. 

Duff dropped his head and slowly lowered his tongue from his mouth, licking the outside of Slash's lips before 
plunging into his mouth. Slash shuddered and groaned while digging his fingers into Duff's back, leaving red 
imprints. 


Duff rolled them onto their sides. "| want to feel those lips of yours on my dick" 


Slash raised his eyebrows, mildly concerned. "Oh?" 


Duff smiled out of one side of his mouth. "Yeah. | want you to suck me.” 
Slash swallowed and felt a jolt of adrenaline race through his body. "I'm probably shit." 
"| don't give a fuck. Just try it" Duff flashed his eyebrows at him and bit his lower lip. "C'mon" 


Slash took a steadying breath and pulled Duff into a sitting position. He then climbed off the bed and crouched 
at the foot of it. Duff quickly scooted to edge and placed his legs on either side of him. 


Slash nervously licked his lips and grasped Duff's erection while placing his other hand on his upper thigh. After 
stroking him a few times while building up his nerve, he slowly licked up the underside of his cock. Deciding it 
tasted enough like skin on any other part of the body, he licked it again this time also swirling his tongue over 
the head. A bit of salty fluid met his taste buds this time, but it wasn't more than he could handle. 


Duff put his hands into Slash's hair and helpfully moved it out of his face and onto his back. His breath 
quickened as Slash slowly brought his dick into his mouth and closed his fist around the base. Duff spread his 
legs further apart and brought his hands behind him on the bed for support. Slash sucked as well as he could 
while moving his mouth further down. Deciding that trying for any more would probably test his gag reflex, he 
started back up again. As he continued to slowly bob his head up and down, he sucked harder and steadily 
pumped his fist. 


Duff moaned and brought his hips up off the bed. He gasped and let his head fall back. "Oh, fuck Mmm... 
that's... 


Encouraged by Duff's remarks, Slash relaxed and was able to take even more of Duff into his mouth. He 
brought his hand from his thigh and cupped Duff's balls, squeezing gently and rolling them slightly. 


Duff grabbed hold of Slash's hair and pulled up lightly. "Stop, stop’ 

Slash let Duff's dick slide out of his mouth and looked up, worried he'd done something wrong. 

Duff saw the look of insecurity on Slash's face and smiled. "I was about to shoot my load in your mouth” 
Slash laughed. "Oh. Thought | fucked it up or something. Damn, you're easy.” 


Duff laughed and urged Slash onto the bed, kissing him roughly. A little out of breath, he broke the kiss. "You 
were way better than | thought you'd be." 


Slash looked mildly offended. "Hey, fuck you." He frowned while pondering his abilities at giving head. Why would 
Duff have had any reason to think he'd be good? "You're right. You would've thought I'd of sucked." 


Duff burst out laughing. "Nice pun, dude." 


Slash smiled and chuckled a little. He then gasped for air, as he was thrust face first onto his stomach and 
into the pillows. He turned his head to the side and spit out some fuzz he'd acquired in his mouth. "Do you 
have ADD or what?" 

Duff let his weight press into Slash's back. "Huh?" 

"Huh? Sure, Ritalin-boy." 


"Okay, you asked for it” 


Duff slid off Slash and brought his hand back and with as much force as he could muster, with an evil grin on 
his face, he slapped his ass. A loud smack filled the room. 


Slash practically jumped a foot in the air. "Fuck! You little shit!" 

Duff laughed. "Who you callin’ little?" 

"IIl call you whatever | want to, motherfucker!" 

Duff grinned widely. "Oooh, | like that one." 

Slash pursed his lips in irritation. "Oh really, bitch?" 

Duff's laughs abruptly stopped as he mockingly glared at Slash. He then raised an eyebrow and smiled 
malevolently. Slash rolled over to avoid being spanked again, but it was of no use. Duff easily pinned him onto 
his stomach and added another red handprint. 

"Ungh, I'm gonna kick your fuckin’ ass." 

Duff laughed. "I don't think so." He rubbed his hand over Slash's butt, reveling in the feel of heat coming off of 
where he'd hit him. With a smirk he added, "And one to grow on" With less force than the others, but with 
enough to sting, he spanked Slash one last time. 


"Goddamn it." 


Duff leaned over and grabbed Slash's ass, massaging it with his strong hands as he lovingly licked the angry 


red marks. 
Slash sighed and let his head sink into the pillow. "Have | been a bad boy, Mr. McKagan?" 


Duff grinned and planted a last moist kiss before hopping off the bed. "You're always a bad boy." He 
disappeared into the bathroom and returned quickly, holding a small complimentary bottle of lotion. "You ready, 
baby?" 


Slash rolled onto his back and looked up at Duff. He grabbed his own erection in his hand and lazily stroked it. 
"What does it look like?" He enjoyed the lustful look in Duff's eyes. "You gonna do something about this?" 


"Don't you worry about that." 


Duff opened the bottle of lotion while walking towards the bed. He stopped at the foot and poured some of it 
onto his hand. He looked down at Slash's hand, which still had a firm grip on his dick. With even more lust 
spreading through his body, Duff coated his own aching cock with lotion, making it slick. Slash was getting more 
and more turned on as he watched Duff standing over him stroking himself. He groaned and licked his lips 
watching with satisfaction as Duff's hand increased its speed and his breath quickened. Slash brought his knees 
up and rested his feet on the bed, exposing himself to Duff. 


Duff quickly applied more lotion and moved onto the bed in between Slash's legs. He rubbed the excess lotion on 
his hand onto Slash's opening. At Duff's touch, Slash inhaled sharply but tried to relax. Duff placed his hands on 
either side of Slash's head and rested his weight on his forearms. Slash brought his hands to Duff's hips and 
leaned up to kiss him. As they kissed, Duff reached around and guided his cock to Slash's opening. He pushed 


gently but felt much resistance from the muscles. He tried again but with no success. 
Duff whispered into his ear, "Try and relax, baby. This will only hurt for a minute." 


And with that he pushed forward with added force and inserted the head of his dick. Slash's breath caught in 
his throat and he closed his eyes. He tried to breathe normally, but found it difficult. It hurt, not as bad as he 
thought it would, but in a tight throbbing sort of a way. He felt Duff's hand wrap around his own dick and 
quickly relaxed as he felt pleasure flow through his body. 


As soon as Duff felt the tight ring of muscles loosen, he pushed forward again. Slash exhaled loudly and 
furrowed his brow, beads of sweat starting to form on his face. Duff tilted his head and rested his forehead 


on Slash's while increasing the intensity of his wrist. 


"I know it hurts, baby. Just try and relax." He kissed him heatedly, feeling overwhelmed by the tightness of 
Slash's body. 


Slash kissed him back with equal passion, trying to distract himself from the very foreign feeling that had 
invaded his body. Duff had been right before. Whenever Slash had envisioned them having sex it was never his 
ass getting fucked. He never in a million years would've thought he'd let a guy stick his dick up his ass. But, 
this wasn't just some guy. This was Duff. 


Slash rolled his tongue in Duff's mouth and willed his body to adjust. 


Duff pulled away from the kiss and panted "You're so fucking sexy." He took a couple deep breaths, trying to 


calm himself. "Do you even know how fucking hot you are?" 


Slash opened his eyes and gazed into Duff's heavily lidded ones. "You're the fucking sexy one." 


Duff squeezed Slash's dick and rubbed his thumb over the head. He smiled as he watched him writhe in 


pleasure. "I wish you could see yourself right now. Fuck." 


Duff closed his eyes and groaned as he pushed his hips forward, this time completely embedding himself within 
Slash. He had to stop all movement for fear of coming well before the desired moment. He let his weight sink 
into Slash as he pressed his face into the crook of his neck Slash too needed the time to adapt. This was 
almost becoming too much for him. He felt stretched further than was seemingly possible and the pain was 
much more acute. He was beginning to wonder who he was becoming. Why in hell was he letting this happen to 


him? He tried to relax but felt the stinging of tears in his eyes. 


Duff pushed himself up on one arm and saw the pain etched on his face. With his cock still twitching inside 
Slash, he carefully leaned in and kissed him. Softly at first, but with a growing need. He began stroking Slash 
again and noticed as his body slowly began to release its tension The death grip on Duffs hips began to loosen 
and gradually the whimpers of pain that Slash hadn't even known he was making, turned into sighs of 


enjoyment. 


Duff, continuing his work on Slash, carefully pulled his hips back guiding his cock out of his body until only the 
head remained inside. Watching Slash's face, and not seeing any obvious signs of discomfort, he pushed forward 
into him again. As Duff felt himself deep within Slash's body, he tried desperately to think up any revolting 
thing he could to cool himself off a bit. The time Axl threw up fried chicken in a van on the way to a gig 
sprung to mind. Feeling at once under control again, Duff smiled as he made a mental note to thank Axl for 


disgusting him. 


But as much control as he had at the moment, he couldn't stop himself from gradually speeding up his 
thrusts into Slash. With his hand feeling like it was gonna cramp, he once again rested his weight on his 
forearms and shifted his position His dick now struck into Slash's body at a different angle and inadvertently 
found his prostate. 


Slash's eyes widened and his mouth parted open. "Oh, fuck. Don't stop that..whatever you're doing, don't stop." 


Duff thrust harder as he felt Slash's muscles squeeze his cock even more than before, this time from 
pleasure not pain. Slash's dick was being stimulated from the friction between their bodies, and a growing 
intensity was building from a place inside him he'd never known existed. Loud moans and grunts began 


frequenting from both pairs of lips. 


Slash ground his teeth together and grabbed Duff's ass as tight as he could, trying to pull him deeper inside 


himself. "Fuck me harder." 


Duff braced himself and drove into Slash with as much force as he could muster. "Like that? You fucking like 
that?" 


Slash moaned and grabbed a fist full of blond hair with one hand. "Yeah, fuck me hard" 


Sweat dripped from Duff's face onto Slash's. Reaching down, he placed his arm under Slash's knee bringing his 
leg off the bed and brought his own leg in at an angle to provide more leverage. He slammed into Slash's body 
repeatedly feeling his muscles burn from the strain. Leaning his head down he licked the sweat from Slash's 


neck and bit his shoulder. 


With each of Duff's thrusts, Slash began to feel his pleasure building. The intensity grew every time Duff's 
cock hit his prostate and every time Duffs stomach rubbed his swollen dick He knew it wasn't going to last 


much longer. 
"Uh.fuck. Fuck me harder." 


Gathering as much strength as he had left, Duff increased his speed and force. He stared at Slash and noted 
how his eyes squeezed shut and a look of pain deceptively painted his face. His mouth opened wider and 
continual moans issued from him. Feeling the need to devour those moans into his body, Duff pressed his 


mouth to Slash's. His tongue pushed into his mouth as he felt their bellies become slick with Slash's cum. 

As Slash rode out his orgasm, his internal muscles clamped even harder onto Duff's cock, causing him to 
finally lose his last remnants of control. Duff broke their kiss and let his head fall back as he moaned. He 
grabbed Slash's shoulders with both hands and pressed himself as far inside of him as he could. With a last 
gasp of a moan he collapsed onto Slash, letting his head fall beside his on the bed 

Slash let his legs fall limply as he wrapped his arms around Duff's back. Duff pushed his face into Slash's neck 
and gently kissed him. He raised his shaky arm enough to allow his hand to rest on the side of Slash's face and 
to let his fingers play idly in the curls of his hair. Duff pressed his face more snugly into his neck, enjoying 
the warmth and soft feel of his skin 


Duff wanted to stay where he was for as long as possible but feared that if he didn't move soon they'd be 
permanently glued together by Slash's cum. 


Reluctantly raising himself onto his elbow, he gazed down at Slash. "So..how was it?" He laughed lightly and let 
his finger trace the contour of Slash's cheekbone. 


"You're not serious, right?" 

Duff grinned and kissed Slash gently on the lips. "Im pretty sure you liked it” 
Slash smiled. "You could say that." 

"In fact, | think | could say you really fucking liked it” 


"That would also be true." 


Duff raised an eyebrow. "Could | go as far to say I'm the best you've ever had?" 


Slash looked up at the ceiling and thought about it. It was most definitely the best sex he'd ever had. But he 
couldn't tell that to Duff, his ego would become far too enflamed. "Don't flatter yourself, dude." 


Duff smirked. "Liar." 

Slash smiled and kissed Duff again. "Yeah." 

Duff carefully rolled off Slash and onto his side. He looked down at the mess that plastered both their bodies 
and stood up gingerly, heading to the bathroom. Slash watched him walk away with a feeling of satisfaction 
spreading through him. His lust for the time being had been sated. He closed his eyes and sighed happily. He no 
longer felt a desperate longing and tightness in his chest. He didn't feel ashamed or guilty about what he felt 


or what he'd just done. All he felt was contentment..that and a warm washcloth. 


Slash opened his eyes and looked at Duff who was cleaning the cum off his belly. He smiled and laughed. "Well 


aren't you a fuckin’ gentleman. How sweet." 
Duff grinned at him and shrugged his shoulders. "I guess l'm just that kinda guy.’ 


Having already cleaned himself, he tossed the cloth in the general direction of the bathroom before climbing 


under the covers 
Slash frowned at him. "Dude, you missed a big fuckin’ spot 
"Huh?" 

"Gimme that thing, | still need it! 

Duff stared blankly. "Why?" 


Slash rolled his eyes. "Do you have any idea how much lotion you used? | feel like | got an oil slick between my 


cheeks." 
Duff crinkled his nose in a look of distaste. "Gross, man" 


"Thanks. | hope you get your ass pounded one of these days, then you'll be able to sympathize." Slash watched 
Duff curiously as he retrieved the washcloth. "Have you?" 


"Have | what?" 


Slash took the offered cloth and set about cleaning up. "Have you ever been fucked up the ass before?" 


Duff's cheeks reddened as he feigned a look of surprise. "What? Of course not." 
Slash threw the cloth at the bathroom and rolled under the covers. "Sure you haven't" 
Duff once again pulled back the covers and got in bed "I said | didn't." 


"And you were lying." Slash leaned over and turned out the bedside lamp, knocking his bottle of Jack over in the 


process. "Oops." 
Duff snickered. "Hey, are you still drunk?" 
Slash found Duff's face in the darkness and pinched his lips together. "What would give you that impression?" 


"Yeah, me too." Duff laughed. "I don't know. When | was all horny and shit, | felt more alert, or more..sober. But 


Im still drunk" 

"| ain't that drunk. Just drunk enough" 

"Drunk enough to what?" 

Slash pursed his lips while thinking, "To be happy" He laughed to himself. "Go to sleep, drunk-boy”" 


"Not a problem here. Sleep is good." Duff moved closer to Slash until he could wrap his arms around him. 


"Goodnight, baby." 


Slash chuckled at the nickname. "Night." 


eR RE 


Sunlight was boring its way into Duff's brain. It was cracking open his skull and setting his head on fire. He 
covered his face with his arm, wanting to sleep but too painfully aware of the hangover he was suffering 
from. He rolled over to put his back to the daylight and felt his arm brush against someone. He wasn't overly 
surprised to find himself in bed with somebody, he just couldn't remember who he'd gone back to his room 
with. In fact, he couldn't remember going back to his room. 


He rubbed at his forehead. All this thinking wasn't helping his cause, it was making his head pound worse. 
Opening his eyes would certainly solve the mystery date problem, but he couldn't seem to find the will yet. He 
tried once again to remember the previous evening. He had gone to the bar, hung out, left because..because.. 


Slash. 


His eyes popped open and he found himself looking right at Slash's face. Well, more like his nose and chin, the 
rest being covered by unruly hair. Duff's heart raced as memories came flooding back at lightening speed. He 
had fucked Slash..he fucked Slash. Duff closed his eyes again and tried to calm himself. This wasn't the first 
time he'd woken up naked next to another man before. But in those other cases, he could never remember 
anything from the night before. He'd always managed to convince himself that there had been a chick involved.. 
somehow..and that she'd left before he had woken up. Sure it wasn't a very good explanation, but he'd just 
tried not to dwell on it. 


But this was different. Slash was his friend. They were in the same band. Was this gonna completely fuck 
things up? Was Slash gonna freak when he woke up? Would he be angry? Did he hit on Slash? Was he the one 
who had made the first move? He searched his throbbing brain for the answers but couldn't find any. The one 


thing he did know was that he had liked fucking Slash. Oh yeah, he had really liked it. And he was terrified of 
Slash being disgusted or angry with him. He just couldn't take that chance. 


As quietly as could, he climbed out of bed and got to his feet. After a quick search of the room he found his 
clothes and put on his pants. Gathering the rest in his arms he looked once again at Slash's sleeping form. 
Nervous thoughts filled his head with doubt about his actions. What if Slash would be more upset by him 
leaving? What if he was the one who was overreacting? Duff felt a lump form in his throat and decided that 
this was becoming one of the shittiest days of his life and it wasn't even noon yet. 


With a final look at Slash, Duff turned the knob of the door and left the room. 


Somewhere in the back of his mind, Slash heard a noise like a door. He felt himself waking and felt the warmth 
of the sun on his face. He hadn't consumed as much booze as he was capable of the night before, so his head 
didn't feel so bad. Memories from the previous night immediately rushed back as he rolled over and felt a 
slightly irritated sensation in his ass. His heart jumped as words like "faggot" and "cocksucker" echoed in his 
head. Hoping that Duff might be able to ease his fears and find a way to make it all seem okay, he opened his 


eyes. 


An empty bed was all he saw. He stood up and walked to the bathroom, finding it empty as well. For a split 
second he thought that maybe he'd dreamt the whole thing. But his eyes came to rest on the imprint that 
Duff's head had left in the pillow next to Slash's. His eyes also found the washcloth on the floor by the 
bathroom door. Slash shook his head, not wanting to explore all the thoughts that were stirring in his brain. 
But as much as he tried to deny it, a genuine feeling of sadness had befallen him on the discovery of Duff's 


absence. 


He thought about taking a shower to help him wake up but quickly decided against it. He had just been in there 


making out with Duff last night. He needed to get away from this room and all its memories. 


After getting dressed he lit a cigarette and left his room in search of a strong cup of coffee. If this was how 
Duff wanted it, then he could play along. Or at least that's what he kept telling himself. 


